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Don\'t Change A Thing 


"You're pretty buzzed tonight." Taylor observed as Dave approached the couch he was stretched out on 
backstage. He'd been there for about an hour now, watching everyone else go through their own post show 
routines and start partying. After his shower, he'd decided the beat up, hideous lime green sofa looked good 
for a rest. He was vaguely amused by the fact that wherever they went, the backstage furniture was in a 
deplorable state, although this one was surprisingly comfortable considering its battered condition 


"Was a fucking good show." Dave grinned at him, perching himself on the arm of the sofa and looking down at 
Taylor. "Explains why you look completely fucked, too." He knew it was probably true, he'd come off stage 
exhausted and barely moved once he'd hit the sofa He hadn't even bothered to do more than towel dry his 
hair and throw on a pair of jeans. The usual hyperkinetic energy that kept him constantly moving had drained 
away, leaving him wanting nothing more than a good nights sleep, something that had been eluding him all week. 
Normally after a show he'd be the first to be running around, too wound to settle down and be still. 


I'm good" Taylor denied, pushing his hair back from where it had fallen over his eyes and propping himself up 
on his elbows. "Just not feeling the party vibe tonight." The truth spilled out before he could stop himself. He'd 


made a habit of not lying to Dave since his ‘nap', and he couldn't switch that off anymore, even when he 
should. He resolved to keep quiet from then on, knowing Dave really didn't want to know why he was having a 


less than fantastic time. 


Today was definitely one of those days, where Taylor had got a little lost in wanting *more* than he had from 
Dave, and the usual teasing banter on stage had stung him to the core. What he really needed was to be away 
from backstage, away from Dave so he could sort his head out, but since they were sharing a room that 
night he knew he had no chance of that. It didn't help that Dave was hyper enough that Taylor could see it 
was going to be one of those nights where they ignored the boundaries of friendship, seeking understanding and 


solace in each other. 


Taylor wasn't sure if there was ever a time he hadn't wanted more than their occasional (frequent) fucks and 
companionship, but as far as he knew, Dave didn't. For Dave it was simply an all encompassing friendship, where 
they could ride adrenaline highs from good shows with someone that understood, and help each other through 
bad days when it seemed like home was a million miles away. In Dave's world view, there were no romantic 
feelings complicating the matter, they could go weeks without fucking (even though they never did anymore), 
or ever declaring their undying love for each other (except on stage, where Dave liked to tease him). 


eR 


"Bad day?" Dave asked quietly, with a concerned look at Taylor. Taylor hadn't had a bad time of it post show 
for a long time, and it worried Dave that maybe this tour was too heavy. Although he was feeling pretty good 
tonight, there had been a few days where he'd wondered if he was going to make it through, never mind 
anyone else. The dark circles under Taylor's eyes suggested he hadn't been sleeping brilliantly, something that 


always worried Dave. 


He wouldn't forget how close he had come to losing Taylor, because he'd ignored all the signs his friend couldn't 
handle it alone, maintaining his belief that Taylor could sort himself out and driving them all harder than ever 
before. He'd convinced himself the sleeping pills weren't that big an issue, that as long as he got his drinking 


under control there wouldn't be any danger. 


The terror he'd felt when he'd had the phone call telling him Taylor had collapsed was something he'd never 
forget. Seeing him in the hospital, a respirator breathing for him, wires attached seemingly everywhere was an 
image imprinted so deeply on his brain he knew nothing would ever erase it. It was the moment he'd known 
that what they had wasn't enough, that he wanted more than Taylor could give. He wanted forever, even if 
that wasn't what Taylor wanted or needed. He'd long ago settled for what they had, a friendship that was in 


some ways closer than a marriage, knowing it was the most he'd ever get. 


"| guess, a little bit” Taylor answered, looking up at Dave and trying to paste a reassuring expression on. 
"Probably just a bit of tour madness setting in" Taylor sat up, and Dave dug out his cigarettes, handing one to 


him without thought. He slid onto the seat next to him, resting his head on the back of the couch and blowing 


smoke at the ceiling. 


"It has been a bit of a long one." he reluctantly agreed, knowing that whether it was homesickness, boredom or 
exhaustion from the tour, it was still a big problem if Taylor was struggling after a show. It was never a good 
thing if they came off stage low, especially not after a set as tight as the one they'd had today. "Want to 
sneak off early, head for the hotel?" he suggested, hoping that he could distract Taylor enough from whatever 
was tormenting him that it wouldn't matter, and they could talk about it in the morning when they were both 


more settled. 


"Fucking knew you'd say that. You're always horny after a good show. You'll have to throw some room service 
in to sweeten the deal, though. I'm starved" Taylor winked at him, and Dave saw his eyes brighten a little at 
the prospect of escape. With any luck, he could wear Taylor out enough that he'd sleep the night through. 


eR 


Taylor woke first, knowing the second his eyes opened that he wasn't getting back to sleep, no matter how 
tired he was. Dave was deeply asleep next to him, one arm still wrapped tightly around him, keeping them 
pressed close together. 


He'd crashed out after what, for Taylor at least, had been a fairly mind blowing encounter. Dave had obliged 
him with a full room service trolley before pulling him into the en-suite for a shower and a hand job. Before 
Taylor could return the favour, Dave have insisted on giving him a full body massage, complete with a happy 
ending. 

Taylor never stopped being amazed by Dave and his giving nature, even in bed. He always made sure he'd taken 
good care of Taylor before indulging his own needs, in this case a fairly intense fucking Taylor knew he'd be 
feeling for a few days yet. The adrenaline crash had finally hit Dave and he'd drifted off mid sentence, one arm 
casually draped across Taylor's chest, their legs still tangled together. 


A glance at his watch told him it was just approaching 8am, barely five hours since they'd gone to sleep. 
Taylor knew he had crashed very soon after Dave, the exhaustion finally beating out the insomnia. Somehow, 


just falling asleep next to Dave, being able to hold him close, was enough to chase away every last demon, at 


least for a little while. 


Although he wished he could have had more sleep, he wasn't too disappointed to wake up first, savour the 
chance to see Dave completely relaxed. Sleep was the only time Dave wasn't constantly on the go, trying to 
take care of everything in his path. In sleep, all his vulnerabilities could clearly be seen, a reassurance he was 
human. Very few people ever got to see Dave in such a vulnerable state. He didn't know how long they had 


before they had to leave, and no idea where they were heading to next. He vaguely remembered someone 


telling him he had a heavy couple of days of press stuff, and most of it was solo interviews. 


While he normally preferred the shared press work, he knew it was a blessing in disguise that it fell at this 
particular point. He needed a few days away from Dave to regain some perspective and remind himself why it 
would never work between them on a full time basis. He just hoped it would also deal with the latest attack of 


insomnia before it drove him completely insane. 


He twisted, turning so his back was to Dave, trying to get comfortable again in the hopes of falling back to 
sleep for a while. As if by some psychic knowledge, Dave stirred, pulling Taylor close to him again and placing a 
soft kiss against the back of his neck. Taylor sighed contentedly and settled back against Dave, happy to just lie 


there even if he didn't sleep again. Having this a couple of times a week was better than never having it at all 


